A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
ences when captured. cWe were terrified and
surprised/ he said, cin our dugout. An English
soldier threw a small bomb into the dugout. My
brother and I and two friends escaped the shock of
explosion and made our way up the steep steps.
On gaining the trench I was immediately seized
from behind and partly stunned by a blow from a
club. Some dozen Englishmen with blackened faces
surrounded us. I saw my brother fall, stabbed to the
heart by a dagger, by a powerful young English
officer of tender years. His time was not long and
my brother was avenged, as a German sergeant
killed him with a pisto! shot. The conflict was great
but we were overpowered. Your men fought like
savages and so did we. They only wanted one
prisoner and I was handy, and not too heavy for
dragging across to your lines. So they selected me
and to that I owe my life. They shot the rest of my
comrades, some ten in all, and blew7 up more in
their holes and caves. I struggled to get free, and
they knocked me senseless: they would not kill me
as I was worth my weight in gold! I could divulge
and they knew it! Coining to myself again, I found
myself in an English dugout being given water.
I was kindly treated - wras I not ofc value as an
informer? - and plied with questions, which I said
I could not answer, as I knew nothing. I was con-
ducted to a place called Fins where I was again
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